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Teachers as Writers
This section sets aside a place for teachers to publish original poetry, short stories, or snapshot memoirs
related to teaching (approx. 500 words or less). Reading other teachers' writing can be most inspiring!

First Day
A boy and his mother
stand underneath an oak tree
in the early morning air.
She
in white pants,
dark sleeveless blouse,
long black hair,
summer tan still
hanging on this late
in the season.

He
in shorts,
button-down short-sleeved shirt,
moussed hair standing straight up
like bristles on a hair brush.
They stand together in the shade of the tree,
warm sun shining through the branches and
dancing on the street around them like
pieces of fire.
She
with a furrowed brow,
oblivious to the traffic that
flows by,
locked into the boy who
stands in front of her.

He
with bright kindergarten eyes,
staring out at the world,
searching for the big yellow bus
chugging up the hill,
coming to take him away.
Scott Peterson
Mattawan, MI
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TEACHERS AS WRITERS

Meus Own Lacuna
The rows are neatly aligned. Students, poised and polished, are dressed in uniform-white shirts neatly
pressed, blue skirts varying little from one to the next. I sit with my hands folded-the expectations of the
teacher always at the fore. This is a place for compliance, where rebel deeds and rebel notions are met with
swift consequence. The fear-invoking image of our principal Sister Aloysius Marie's stout, frenzied form burns
in our collective consciousness. Would she find another love bead choker to wrench from an unwitting student's
neck? Would the apple not be sufficiently eaten to its core? The source of her perennial angst is a continuing
mystery, but ever-present in our minds.
These are my poignant memories of elementary education. We lived in fear. Compliance and conformity
were the rules of the day. Writing assignments were
an exercise in accommodation-my driving desire to
meet the teacher's expectations-incorporate all my
spelling words into sentences (most of which began
with "I") or extract the answers from text and change
a word or two to answer the rote assignment. The
idea of writing creatively never occurred to me until
Miss Vitek's fourth-grade English class.
Today my cheeks burn hot and flashes of heated,
pulsating blood burn in my ears, causing Miss Vitek's
words to echo in my head," .. . and now class, in
answer to the assignment to incorporate all of your
spelling words into a story, I'd like to read a student's
paper. Suzie has used all her spelling words in this
outstanding piece: 'John O'Dea, director of the sea
aquarium in Florida, was to head-up the education of
some young skin divers ..."' Miss Vitek read on. "Well
done, Suzie."
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That year, language came to life. I discovered the
power of prose. I discovered the rush that accompanies notoriety. I discovered manipulation of the
language and the beauty and power inherent in
commanding it. It didn't matter that my dad had
actually written the story. My teacher said J was an
excellent writer, and I believed her. Amazingly, I took
this accolade as my own and, since the fourth grade,
have held myself to a higher standard. I see myself
as a writer. I see myself as capable of creating impassioned prose. It happened vicariously, but today it is
my own. I am a writer, and I have my dad to thank.
The overarching lesson for teachers is the power
of encouragement in setting students on course to
discover the writer within them. Teachers hold the
profound position of oracle in the lives of students.
It is ours to do with what we will. For my part, I am
committed to discovering Shakespeare, over and over
again.

Suzanne Grambush
Fenton, MI
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Reading Association, members shared the horror they felt

,~

upon seeing the destruction and hearing stories from a devastated
citizenry of Louisiana. From nearly 2,000 miles away, what could we do?

At t::;,:!~:;~:h::ab:;::::::t:::::~:s::::::::::~;::::ading

to the

Journal
storm and its effect in our classrooms and on our teaching was born. We posted a Call for
Manuscripts that focused on Hurricane Katrina in the last three issues, to be published on the
one-year anniversary of the disaster.
From classroom teacher to university professor to elementary school writers, the range of voices here
speaks to the shock, empathy, and sensitivity that Hurricane Katrina wrought. These authors remind
us of the power of writing-and reading-in connecting with others, even from 2,000 miles away.

ODE TO VICTIMS OF KATRINA
By Cynthia Daniels
BABIES ARE CRYING
PEOPLE ARE DYING
HOW UNFAIR
IS ANYONE OUT THERE?
DOES ANYONE CARE?
BLOATED BODIES
FLOATED IN THE STREET
ON THE DAILY NEWS
LIKE A STROLL DOWN SESAME STREET
WHO'S AT FAULT?
WHO'S TO BLAME?
WHY DID THE LEVEES
CRUMBLE IN SHAME?
WATERWATEREVERYWHERE
BUT NOT ONE DROP TO DRINK
STRANDED ON THIS URBAN ISLAND
WITH PLENTY OF TIME TO THINK
IT'S HOT OUT HERE, ONE DESPERATE MOTHER PLEADS
HER NEWBORN BABY ISN'T WAKING UP SO EASILY
WHILE GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS TRY TO SAVE FACE
BY ARGUING WHOSE JOB IT WAS
IN THE FIRST PLACE
TO SEE
IF SHE
IS WORTH
RESCUING
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Student Writing
In a hurricane the wind starts to blow
very, very hard. The hurricane is called
Hurricane Katrina. Hurricane Katrina
is a very bad hurricane even any other
hurricane is very bad. It damages houses,
bridges, and trees are destroyed. It can
make a big flood all over the land. Lots of
people lose their homes, and they do not
have clean water to drink, and children
cannot go to school. Lots of people lose
their money and have nothing to eat.
By Deesha Shah
2 nd grader
Randels Elementary School

Once upon a time there was a hurricane
named Flash. Why they named him Flash
is because he is fast. One day he drove to
New Orleans and destroyed it. First he
took his big hand and slapped the water,
and it overflowed. Next he blew the people
over with his breath. That is how he made
the hurricane.
By Victoria Young
2 nd grader
Randels Elementary School
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